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The Tragedy 

Dar.k boone (my foueraigne)for my feruicedone. 

Kin. I pray thee peace my foule is full of forrow. 

Day. I will not rife vnlefl'c your highnefle grant. 

Kin. Then fpeake at once, what is it thou demanded > 
Day. The forfeit (Soueraige) of my fecuants life. 

Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attending on the Duke of N orffelke? 

Kin. Haue I a tongue to dome my brothers death, 

And fhall thefame giue pardon to a flaue ; 

My brother flew no man, his fault was nought. 

And yet his punifhment was cruell death* 

Who fued to me for him? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete,and bad me be aduifde ? 

Whofpake of brother-hood, who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfake 
The mighty Warwick?, and did fight forme? 

Who told me in the field at Tewx&nry, 

When Oxford had me downe he refcued me. 

And fay d deare brother Hue and.be a King ? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field, 
Frozenalmoft to death, how helaptme 
Euen in hisowne armes, and gaue himfelfe 
All thinneand naked tothenumbecold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt, and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waytingvaffailes 
Haue done a drunken (laughter, and defac'd 
The precious Image of ourdeareft Redeemer, 

You ftraighf are on your knees for pardon, pardon 
And I vniufily too,mnft grant it you. 

But for my brother not a man would lpeakc. 

Nor I (vngracious) fpeake vnto my felfe, 

Forhim poore foule: the proudeft one you all 
Haue beene beholding to him in his life. 

Yet none of you would once pleade for his life : 

Oh God, I feare thy iuftice will take hold 
On me,and you,and mine,and yours for this. (Exit. 
Come Hafiingt , helpc me to my clofet,oh poore Clarence, 

Gw* 
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GU . This is the fruit ofrawnefle : marke you no£ 

How that the guilty kindred of the Oueene i 
Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death : 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company* Exeunt, 

Enter Dutches of Yorkeyvith Clarence Children • 

Boy. Tell me good Granam, is our Father dead ? 

Dm. No Boy. ( breaft ? 

Boyi Why doe you wring yourhandsand beat your 
'And cry , Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

G irle.W hy doe you looke on vs and fliake your head ? 
And call vs wretched , Orphanes,caftawaies, 

If that our noble Father be aline ? 

Dm. Mypritry Cofens you miftake me much, 

I do lament the iickncfle of the King : 

As loth to loofe him now your Fathers dead : 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my vncle is too blame for this • 

God will reuenge it, whom 1 will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that eftedt. 

Dut -Peace Children peace,the King doth loue yoU welI 3 
Incapable and (hallow inocents. 

You cannot gefle who caufed your Fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can : for my good Vncle Gloceflcr. 
Told me, the King prouoked by the ^tteene i 
Deuis’d impeachments toiniprifon him : 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his armes, and kindly kift^ny cheekes, * 
And bad me relie on him as one my Father, 

And he would loue me dearely as hisChilde. 

T>« f .Ohthat deceit fhouldftealefuch gentle fhapes. 

And with a vertuoUS vizard hide foule guile, 

He is my fonne yea and therein my fhame 



Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 
Bey. Thinke ~ ^ •- 

Dut. I Boy 
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W . Thinke you my Vncle did diffemble, Granam ? 
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I cannot thinke it, harke, what noyfe is this $ 

E Enter 







